With respect to my welfare, a subject in which
you once warmly and effectively interested your-
self, I am here In my old way, holding my plough,
marking the growth of my corn, or the health of
my dairy; and at times sauntering by the de-
lightful windings of the Nith, on the margin of
which 1 have built my humble domicile, praying
for seasonable weather, or holding an intrigue
with the muses, the only gipseys with whom I
have now any intercourse. As I am entered into
the holy state of matrimony, I trust my face is
turned completely Zion-ward ; and as it is a rule
with all honest fellows to repeat no grievancess
I hope that the little poetic licences of former
days will of course fall under the oblivious in-.
fluence of some good-natured statute of celes-
tial proscription. In my family devotion, which,
like a good presbyterian, I occasionally give to
my household folks, I am extremely fond of the
psalm, " Let not the errors of my youth," Sec*
and that other, " Lo, children are God's heri-
" tage," Sec. in which last Mrs. Burns, who, by
the bye, has a glorious " wood-note wild" at
either old song or psalmody, joins me with ihe
pathos of Handel's Messiah.
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